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child that she could have sat down at the spinet
and strummed any discordant noise. For she
loved Francis to love her. Never mind if she could
not be free just yet. Time for that! She loved
Francis to love her! He had not for so long!

' Oh, Francis, I love you! ' she murmured.
What would he say if he knew that she was to
have a child, she who was, he thought, so faithful
to Georges' memory? Well, so she was. But
Georges would be glad for her to have a child.
Then she could not have Francis back again
without at once wanting to manage him. She
drew him down on to the sofa beside her, holding
his hand. She wanted at once, without delay, to
make him happy! Somehow to make him happy 1
Her eyes were so glowing with life and eagerness
and vitality that she did not seem like a small,
round, middle-aged female in a grey spencer,
but rather she was the daughter of a gipsy,
telling fortunes.

She held his hand lightly.

* Now listen, Francis. Here is what you
must do------'

And at that moment Jennifer came in.

They were both silenced. They had nothing
whatever to say. Jennifer, brilliantly attired, stood
there and looked at them. She was dressed for
going out.

Francis thought, * She is going to meet
Fernyhirst * and was at once miserable.

Judith thought, * I really hate this woman
at last.' But did she? There was something
ignorant about Jennifer, as though with all her